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Dramatis Perſona. 
M E N. 


Alexander the Great. 
Clytus, 
Lyſtmachus, 
Hepheſtion, 
Caſſander 
Polyperchont 
Perdiccas 
 Melagar 
Ari 7 
WOMEN. 
Hſigambis 


Roxana © 
- Statira 

Pariſatis 
Attendants, Slaves, 
Dancers, Cuards, 


SCENE London. 


; * ww 
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Rival-Quean's, &c. 

ACT L SCENE I. 
Lyſemachus and Hepheſtion, Boing. 
| Enter Clytus, parts em 2 

CLYTUS.-.. 

H wage What are you Boxing ? Ha! give 
Thy Noſe, Hepheition, Blecds.. Come, 


come, no more. 
D A Rogue, Ill beat his Eyes out ; Let me come! 
I' teach him Love. 
Cly. Sir, don't be troubleſome. 
Tou ve had enough for Once. 
Lyſ. Enough old Clrus ! 
ch. 1 ay Enough | Why ſure! Do you think to 


* fright us. 
A2 Hep 


r —"— — — — EY — 


4 The Rival Q weans. 


Hep, O Reverend Claus! Father of onr Frolicky, 
Take pity on my Youth, and fee fair Pay; 
ill me, or let me Box with him again. 

gh. Stay thee Hſimac hui! Fepheſtion, hold, 
Baryon both, my Body Iuterpos d, 
ow let me fe: nich of you dares to ſtrike, 
For that raſh Fiſt char firſt is Dovbied — * 
Ly(. Well, I ſhall find another Time 
Hep. And l. 
Ch. You Lye. 
Nom Tie! what Time! what Schop[-boy*s Hour } 


ö 


o time lee à choice Lad do amis. 
hat on this famous Day e 
tf J. That's true. 
ly. This memorable Day! 
When our hot Maſter that would Roaſt the World, 
Out- ride the Lab'ring Sun, and kick about the Sears. 
When he juclines to Jeſt, and Laughs and Plays 
With Baylifts, whom ne us'd to Drive; ſhall We + 
_ Coxcombs fall rogether by the Ears? 
 Lyſ. Why faith that's true again. 
Hes. He ſpeaks like an Oracle. 
Ch. Come, come you ſuly Blockheads, ev'n fhake 
Hands, 
Or all fall out 
, Friends, | 0 
Hepbeſtiou waſh thy Face, and follow s 
To. meet che King « Jogg on Lyſimachus. [ Fuunt. 


Enter Caſandir, Salus. =: 101 


. The Morning riſes in the Dark betorg 


Th * the early dnn ay it he knew | | 
"he N were bad, joggs but 4 Carriers pace; 


e a dale 


| 


Thar's well—— And now your 


\ 
2 


8 
How once his B2ck-hang ſous'd me grie the Chops ; 


May my laſt Cravat be of Hempen Wear. 


The Rival-9 neans. 5 
The Gentlemen above Stairs are Angry, | 
And ſcems to Roar for Alezanders Fall, 
A tatter'd Link-Boy in the dead of Night Wa 
Threw my Feet Curtains back, and cry'd a Light, 
Then likę a þcllowing Bull he thus went, pn, ' 
Well! oh Well! had it been for Bahn, 
If curſt Caſſauder ne er had bęen his Father's Son, 


Enter Theſſalus and Phillip. 


Theſ. Hiſt! H ſt ! Caſſander, Hiſt ; | 
- Cf. Who's that | | 
Phil. Your Friends. 
 Caſ. Hah! Theſſalus and Phillip, is it you? 
Dear Lads weleome! What have we now to 
Phif. Thęſe Letters by the Poſt from Agde 
I now receiv'd, which ſay that Nothing's danse. 
Your Mother was in Labour long for you, 
And yop'r as flaw in Pains of Miſchief toq, 
Caf. No, Philip, no, I never ſhall forget, 
How he at Suſa {wore he'd have me beat; 
And after that when all were in our Cup 


Which when I e'cr put up, and unreveng d, 
May I again be like a Raſcal ſwing'd 
When ſuch Affronts as theſe I tamely bear, 


Þhil. Nay, I have been Aﬀeonted too : 
Theſ. And I. os: cus; 
Ca/. He has Kickt and Thump't us all. 

Phil. Then he muſt 


Caſ.. Dye. ay" ON 
The. Wh ſhou'd we more delay the glorious Deed, 
If all your Fears are firm, let's dot with Speed, 
Your Hand. ' * F 
I bil. Tlicte's mine. 


0 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


| Bur hold, I 
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Caſſ. And mine. * 
mw No more. 
Caſ. He's Dead, | 
I'd like to have forgot a Matter, 
ef. much it don't concern you neither, 
ve hear I gueſs of his Intreagues of late, 
ith Prong Roxana, whom to ſwell my Hate 
o Ae more,'T'Love--- Sir, ſhe 
It teems 15 now inform'd again, that he 
Deſigns tara Triumph ſhall go on, 
So follows like a Fury up to Town. 
Statira on the other ſide now tears 
And flings, and calls him perjur'd Rogue, and ſwears— 
But ſee it ripens more, the Scene comes on, 


I long to feet: Bur Buſineſs muſt be done. 3 
Enter Statira, F Wo feambis, Pariſatis 
Womens. 


Star. Give me an Ax, a Cleaver, Dravghes of 
Brandy, Burn it, (well Heart! choak up? | 
Crack! crack chou ſtubborn Thing! 

Now, by the ſacred Fire, I'il not be held, 


Why do you wiſh me Life, yer ſtiffle me to Death! 


Pray give me leave to Stall 


Puſhes down her Attendants, 
H. Is there no more Reverence to my Perfon due, 
Darigs wou'd have hear'd me, truſt not Rumour : 
Ka. No he Hates, 
He Loaths the B:auty which he has Enjoy'd. 


Oh! he is Falſe, che Great that Swinging Man, 


Is lewdly Falſe, to all his Punks forſworn, R 

Let who wou'd think ic Pſhaw ! it cannot be. 
It cannoi  whar, that dear proteſting Wagg, 
He that has warm'd my Fret with his col _Sighs, 
* cool d em with his ſcalding Tears, Ou 
* AN aq b 


— 


rn 9 bend ot herd 


A 
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7h Rival Nba, 3 . 


3 
Out weep't the Morning with his Rainy, Eyes, 
And — hd {wore the ſtarin Stars e N 
Sy/. It cannot be, and therefore: tis Impoſſib 
I know his Truth too well. _ 
Seat. Away and let me dic, for as I hope 1 
To Live, I will, oh! tis my Fondneſs, b 
Eaſy Nature, that wou d excuſe him, 
Tis now the common Talk, the Tattle of the Ties * 
Falſe to Satira | Falſe to her that, Lov'd him! 
That lov'd him, Dirty Dear, once as he was, 
And took him daub'd all or'e with Per ſian | 
Kiis d his poor Thumps and Bruſes, waſh'd em 0 e 
And o're like any Thing Then ſnatch'd him up, 
Laid him all Night in my bate Boſom ſnug, 
Nurs d like à Child, and Huſh'd him with my Lulls 
a-bys. 
Par. If this be true! ah! who wou'd ever erulf 4 2 
Man again: 
Stat. A Man! a Man my Pariſatis! . 


W. 


Thus with thy Paws held up, thus let me ſwear ther, 


By the round roaſted Body of the Sun, 


Whoſe Body (O bleſs me from ſwearing ) , 
I Lov'd not half fo well as the leaſt Great I * - 
Of my Dear Precious Raſcal, Alexander j ; 
Forl will ret thee, and to warn thee of him, 1 


Not the Sinks Mouth, nor Breath of Rockumbote, . 
Nor the ſour ſmell of Infant Sheets, nor opening B 
Nor all the Shops in Covent Garden Market 
Are half ſo Rank, as Alexanders Breaſt, 

From every Pore of him a fume falls 
He Kiſſes ſofter than a ſ cking Child, - 
Curles like a Vine, and Tonches ch Gud! ; "© 

Sf. When will thy Whimſes reſt? 

Stat. Wilt you not give me leave to warn m 3 
As I was ſaying ——- but I told thee how he i{mclr, 


Then he will talk? "OY GY BO 


: 


. 
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The Rival Nacann. 
And he will Swear, good lack! how be will ſwear | 
Par. But what was it you wh'd have int leur?” _Þ 
Sar. Really I don't know. \ 
= me but Walk, Vf tell Jou het I wink oft; P 
yy. Have patiegce Child, and mind nor what helays 
ers are always in the oddeſt Waſh: ($7 
Par, But what it ſhe ſhou'd hang her ſelf, 
Kat. Roxana I' hen Enjoys my perjur'd Rogre! 
R304 ! wy my Raſcal in het Arms, | 
Doats on my Lips, Eats him with hungry Kiſſes, 
She Gobble; hitn up, devours every Ich of nim, i 
I canridt ſpate it d' is too much; I'll Die, WE 
Tu Die, or rid me of this butuing Torture, | 
* will have Remedy, I will, I will, 
make the Devil ro do. 
Midi: draw near, for now it comes into my Head; 
Fil. make a Vow. 
© $f. Take heed and fiſt think better; 
Stat. Diſwade me not I'll do't, 
Par. Nay, Statt). ' 
* Daughter —— yet hold. | 
at; Til 00 t a5 Jam a Diving crear 
And here I bid adieu to all Man king. 
Fare wel ye Bilkers of our ealy Sex, | OT Hig % 
And thou the greateſt Raſcal Kea 
Farewel th6u once belot d, thor faithieſs Rogue, 1 
If I bat mention hirti the Teafs will trickle down; 
Sure, there's not à Letter in his Name, 
That ls not pick'd out of the Oris cok Row. 
Wilt thou not ſee him? 1 
Stat. No, if I do 9 Ac 
Thar is my Vow, my wicked Retro „ : 
And when I break it 2 N 
Sf. Nay, dear Daughter — 
Aa. Fierce Thunder ſplit me to the Stall Con 


rc 0 
| down, ld. 


{ 


Aa 
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The Rival Queans. 9 
Sy. Still kneel ; and yet unſwear it all again. 
\ F Par. O Goodneſs! ſure my Siſters Braius are Addle, 
And where ſhall wretched, Pariſaris Twaddle; 
Stat. When to my bare-Wall'd Garret J retire, 8 


& | Your Sight. I thro” the Window ſhall deſire, 
And aſter Alexander. Trick Enquire. n wordadesf 
'* | And if this Whimſy cannot be rem d, 
Ask how my Reſolution he approv'd, 3 
I How much he Loves; tow. little. he below'd. 
{ | Then when I hear from yo 
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Rr I A ICAL 
ACT H SCENE 1-7 
Caſſander, Philip, Theſſalus: .. 
CASANDER. 


E comes, the Bluſtering Bully of the World, 
Hf The Headlong Alexander, with a Croud 
= . , Of gaping Fool, comes 77 5 Babylon, . 
how it mak: lad as any thing, 
To think N TA n NG. 
know he Loves Seatira more than to ther Bottle, 
Bur when he hears the Oaths that ſhe has Rapp d, 
er Vow d Diſvorce, how will the News confound 
him. . | c arg mn; 08 46 74 £ 
bt Te bir his Longing, god delade bis Luft: 
$ my Death ! tis Earne ed, Dey _ all. 
Caf. Then comes. Ramana who + Ide b Kart) 
he's Jealous, Blood 5 Come - $ be n 


0 


— 4 1 no . , Y f _— ö 
— 7 Fo FA 24 Yo, he 


ry 
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7h. To fee two Noiſy Ji ies by Purns to ſeixe him. 
Caſs With a Variety of Torment Teize him. 
. _ Phil. The one — ves him; while the other flies him, 
| * 5 cu — flys, whom he purſues denies h m. 


But Mum For lee Lyſfmadchis 'Comneing, 
Hepbeſtion too! Look tharp, and fall a Huwming, 1. 1 
"Hum! hum! bum! Ny | 


Enter Lyſimachus and Hephefion. | 
* Jy, Here wil will! land and wait the Kiogs approach, 


Jultice he think much, 
You Sir, and I mutthavg another touch. 

Hep. wirh all wy Heart Bir, let the Ning decide it, 
But your dry Boxing faith I can't abide it. 

— How the Mobb gathers ___ 

Caſſ. Nothing to what it will ——do's he not come, 

To pay a thouſapd, thouſand Orgditops ? 
Which of all Trades bring in their Bills to Day, 
As if the Parliament of the World, 
Had wet, and rais'd à dum, that might Dikcbarge 
The infinite Arrears o'th Univerſe. 


Enter Ariſtarder and! Clytus. 


« Ar. Haſte hobd fing Chiu! haſte vibe 
Cht. Why. hats the matter ? oy ty =. 


Ar. O] The damndeſt thing — | 
0 That ever Malice to his Sharks. cod RY il P 
Cly; Stand here, the Crow ds that ↄffer fein mlase Th 
* all thar ſhod'd approach at certaitt Piſtance. T 
7 - Tho" he were, hem 'd vith'Dijrchelſes Fa tel 
888 . l bieder Ot. here 
My ews, * turn him back from Ja 14 Ot 
Mc . His Tongs wid Gel tos 1 15 


| 


hm > owl v HA 


Þ Ow ok, wy 


An key the bah ofthe Wor appear, -< 
| Pär . Anne e 
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—_ 


, | Enter Alexander, all kacel but h. 


% Hep. Oi of nid went” 
X ya Riſe halt! hall oed Buy up rom * 
. And now Riſe; all. 65 9 ( 
7 | © my Hepbellivn, Rails rhes,on thy Legs. 

- | Up tomy Lips, and jump into my Mouth, 

Why hang thy Arms ſo like a angling l. 

ich, Kiſs me, or elle by Heaven Shen, ov it me doe, 

Hep. Not Lore my Lord } | | \ 

Break not the Heart youv's put into a Frame, Lan 

it, And made the Moulding of ſuch an Excellence ! 
"T was only fit for your immortal Picture. 

Not Love the King! ſuch is not Harlots Love! 

me, So tond of fooling; ſuch a ſwealing flame, 

As I muſt doubt to find in Lamps ot Oyl. 

Alex. [Then doſt d me dear Rogue) thou coſt 

now _ 

Thou Lov'ſt me more, than Chtus do's a Bead, | 

Nay. don't Cry Hepheſtson ; 

I read thy Paſſion in thy Manly Eyes, | 

And Glory in thoſe Planners of my Life, 

Above 2 Lights that ſhine nen 

1 Lyſ. So: fo, Far like to Thrive, 

Fur tho' I Tile with him, I'll on. 

Alex. Give me thy Hand, ſhare all my Stars ville 
I'm aliye, and when my Hour of Fate comes Os. | 
Tl leave thee what thou in mage than I, 

The Moon. 
Lyſ. Dread Sir, I Su op me at your Royal Feet? 
Alex. What my + ! whoſe Guts are dall 

Of Our Illuſtrious Liquor, Cozen, Riſe, | 

Is not that chens? 

- Ch. Your old Ragged Soldier. > 

lex, Come Buſs. * 4 _ 


a — 


7 The Rint gan, 


And now methinks I ſtand like an unfeather d Cock f 
Wel Truſt; ard Rrady for the Spit. : 
My Liver Thou ; and Thou m "Might Gizzard 
I've (cen thy Sword out flice a Cleavers Hop; 
And when I've cry d begon and Execute, * 
I've ſeen him tun ſwifter than ſtarting Hinds, 
Nor touch'd rhe very Ground he trod upon, 
Swifter than Whimlys in a Poets Brain. 
For even the Winds with all their Stock of Wings _* 
Have puff 'd behind as wanting Breath to reach him. 
(ly, Who wou'd not Love his laſt” | 
Dear drop ot Blood for fuch a Complement ? 
Alex. "Witneſs my Eldeſt Siſter in the Sky, 
How much I love a Soldier! O my Cheus ! 
Was it not when we paſt the Granicus, 
Thou did'ſt preſerve me from word of Thomps 7 
It, was; when Spythredutes, and Rheſaces 
Fell both upon me with two ſwintzing Licks, 
And broke my Studdy'd Snuff-Box all eo ſhatters; | 
Tnen I remember, then thou didſt me ſerve, ' v4 | 
I think my Poker whipt him thro* the Midrif, A 
Ch. To your great Sell you owe that Bour, and ſure 
You ne'er Laid on fo thiek before. | 
Alex. By Heavens I never did: For well thou knowl 
And I am prouder to have'told that 'Lye : © 
Tnen that I ſcour'd a Million ode the Plain. 
Can none remember Les, you need not Speak, 
I know all muſt—— Or i you dot, no Matter : 1 
When Glory Hike a cock d up Beaver Rood? » -- | | 
Pearch't on my Foretop, in the Graunick Food; 
When Fortunes Fiſt my Glahtlet' rtembling-wore, \ 
And che Pale Fates did fomerhing dr the- boar; 
When the Immortals en the Waves got up! | 
And I my ſelf appear'd the leading Fp - ; 2A 
Ar. But all the Frolicks that that your? Youtrfias _ 
Are loſt; unleſs you fly from Babyln. 
Hatte to ſome place of Privilege, away, 


Fly 


„„ erer 


— 


"hd Aw 80394 


TERA © #4 
Fly for r your Uſe Your Earch?p8 fa if you hay," 47 FaolT] 
This M Kb Havin ne fearch'r K e 0143 : 


'To the K I went; ae mo nf 
And found cad 6 u Writs in both ok thefe Ein 
Then to the een „Fee! d witſi ffattet d hope;. 17 75 
In haſte I ran to make the mattel ß i 
When he'll Appearance take, he Anfwers mild, 5 
*T was ſo of Old, and the great La mil 
But now in Hoarſe Voice, furly he eply'd; - U, uti 
Loud as the Roar of — he c cry'd, | 67! 1 
I tell you Sir, your Prigg of Bahn, |  W | 
To his ſtone Doublet will be E anon; 4 
Unleſs he ſtraight find City Bail, or Money FT 
Alex. Be witneſs tor me, all ye powers Die, re 
If Fools will truſt me, tis no fault of mine: 
Therefore let Baylifts face me with a Bang 
I'th Dark, my Courage ſtill her Ground ſhall 11 gil 
While my Seals ſhines I cannot Strayyyh it 
Love lifts his Link to Light me on the Way, 11 
And her Eyes are Flambeaus— As a Man may 5 85 
+ Lyſ. E're you remove, be pleas , Dread ivy -t 1. 


To let me ſpeak a Word with your » tut 1 
Alex. Out with it. O D CagP 
Lyſ. For all that * * for you 2 Abroad, 4 107 

I beg your Siſter here at Home. Nan m 0 Nd 
Alex. Do you ſo? I thought 7d told you once before 

Hepheſtion had à mind to ber: No more. 
Lyſ. Hepheſtion ! n 92 2d. wo , ty 


Alex. Look ee, don't you bx kedabtetome: 0bοẽ,m T 
Ly. 9 r, when you C Command ve not to Loveiyout 
mer, © 1 2&5 10 
I muſt confeſs I Diſobey jou owt went 24 1 
The Gods above, ſhoù'd they Command. 1H of 
Alex. You ſhould Brave, Sir? Hear me — them 1 
Don't Speak+ When by my Order curſt — 
Was as a Scoundrel ty'd — Neck and Hcels, 


Your Pity loos'd him in diſpight of Me; 
5 5 | g Don't 


The, Rival deer 


Don't think that I forgoe, the Holineſs, 85 , 
o, tho'1 Pardon'd it: Let if again „ Po Ro 
ou dare'ſt to me wich. anocher fl 
& Fiſts of Fury be doubled at thee: 
— 4) bar; hx Siſter, 
For if thou do'lt, by Gina), | omini 7 wy 
By ſomething elſe, and as 7, hope pero live... 
Fil not Reſpe& that Drink of mine thou ſhare A. 05 
But Uſe thee as the Vileſt Sillytonian. Ih 
Ly, I doubted not at firſt, but it would dome "is 
Nothing: But my Souls reſoly d 7 o- 
d I ſhall never quit to brave a. Girle, 
While I can clinch my Fiſt's, or lift A Cudg ell. | 
Alex. Againſ my Bones ! Ha! was't not 105 / how 
ow ! . 
"Tis ſaid that I am Rath; oc an odd Humour, 
But I appeal to any Soul alive, | 
If another Man now wou'd not haye broke his Heads 
This Rogue whon I 2 beat to e 
Dare utter Cuffs and Cudgells. 
Cy. Contain your alt ear Sit, m my worthy Friend, 
I fee it in his Phiz ;.,wou'd dye upon the Spot 
Todo you a piece of Service; but Love ? 
You know 's the Devil. 
Lyſ. I mean't his Poppy cher ſhould feel my Fi n, 
For Love demands him or ſhall he live 
To Laugh at me, without a Noſe in Blood. A 
Alex. Now be thy own Judge, | 
I pardon thee, becauſe I've a mind to 6 
Bur if once more thou mention thy raſh Lore, 
Or dar'ſt Attempt Hepheſtion's precious Bones 
Il pour ſuch Spouts of Indignation on thee, * 
No Hackney Coach- man in the Rain, No Ratrt 
E're drown'd was half ſo ſouz d as — ſhall't be. 
Hep. My Lord, the Queen comes to Ja 
Tour laſ and found A. 
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420 Enter Hſegamlis and AIRY 


Alex, Oh thou beſt of Women! 
Dam 7 700 Joy, bleſt Parent of my Love 3 
en de make 4 * 
And ou ſuc & as is your te 5 
due we were all 1 5 chat pot. Eye 
Bee us without a Tear: | Yours pitty d u: 
You like a Father Cloathed us from Head to Foot, 
Gave us eleatr Shifts, and we grew ſweet 
Par. Which when a Soul forgets 1; 5 71 680 Out, 
2 


May it be brought to che 61d 
1 y pc 0. 


C * 
eo 7 
"FAG: * 


Alex. To meet me thus, was mi 
But (till there wants to crown m 
My dear ne, Powder of by bony 
And Bullet of m y Brain, had 
Fo meet me Tor had ſhe gone * 

By this time, I'd been among*lt the Gods: 
Tf 1 cou'd but have told, hot to a* go got up, N 
If any Extaſy cou'd make .a Ladder, , 
Or, any Rapture Jerk us to the Heavens. 

Chi. I wou'd not be the Fool in his way, 

Thar now ſhalf venture to inform him of her Vw. 

Alex, How fares my Seatty ! ha! neither 282 
Ye raile w Wonders? ſtrike me Dumb, Deaf, and 

lin | 
If Royal Yfgaibis do's not Cry 3 3 
Is (he 1 or is it worſe ? keep down ye riling 

94 ; 1 
And Grumble in the hollow of my Guts, 2 
Run to my Heart, aud ſee what you can do there ; 1 
That when to crack à Jeſt, Icall you 1 
Ye may at once Ruſh through the Porr of of Life, 
Blow my Blood our, and burſt me like a Bladder | 


Leu binſef bard upon « Bladder and breaks 6} 


* 
3 


10 


« Rb sean, 
Cannon of yaryly Whinpſ 
Row — es by 4 Mouth Vith 
wder? \, 


ye 3 All as ye vers Raoted bert, 1 
what not my ? 
If ever o 2 my 
When my quit F as watch'd, "Thee j in the War, 
| = if when d Ws ee tex to 1 . 1 
lem e of my er: , | 'f 
Hp Su ira, Ss (which. I had old e 
Has or 79 55 n ſo. out of Humdur) 
O Plſeaſe bit ſultenneſs ; $ 


She hea d . can ſcape a jealons Soul), 


t Suſa breaking all your VO | 
Napa ch Ited by Be Wits, . a Zap . 
Gave up your {4 1 to her Sn: t 
For which in th ild * ry of her Love the ſwore, . 
Never to ſee yo To 2, amber, more. 
Alex. . 0 Te ſwear? did chat ſweet Cres. 
ure Sweat 2 7 
No, I'll not believe e liefs, 
All mctring fit 7 mM as a ld + Lamb, 1 
Nor ca Ida wake Het 070 1! by Heaver, © 


5 is by 70 of 1995 and ſhe * a 1 . 

av. abd ng Mother hear wear, 

PUN.” 325 Go ws þ Wor x 
Sy. Have patience 99 if my Authority | 171 

Can work up: 90 again is yours. 7 
Md. Oh! ies | help me ? ſtand by me; help © 

your Med 

And move the Soll ofthy M. Natur'd Dear, 

But fly, haſte" before Ye fs cks her Door 

Spend nat 5 3 Reply. repo get you gone 

As your w of Dave; Fig — and Pariſatis, 

Hang thou àbbüt Het Etbdths, and wer em with thy 


NA mie che breach of Gods, and Eloquence 


of 


— 3 5 = . 


Ls 
_ 
* 
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Of any thing elſe go along with you. 


O my Lu ! 3G 165% g 2 

$yſ. Now ir, I hope ſince you perceive what are, 
The Damu'd Plagues of Love, you'll think of mine. 

Alex. Ha |! | 

Cly. You Fool! is this a Time? 

Alex. * thou tempt me thus to break thy 

ea 
Drubbs thou ſhow'dſt have, were they not courted 
ſo . 

But however, Guards take him Priſoner. 

Lyſ. 1 ſhall not eaſily reiign my Sword, 
Till Ihave ſtruck ic in my Rivals Guts. 

Alex. I charge You Kill him! take him alive! 

Cly. Kneel, tor I ſee the Devil in his Eyes. 
, I neither Ask, nor Hope a Pardon of him, 
Bur tar from it, that whereſoe're I meet N 
My Rival next, I'll beat his Noſe flat. 1 $5 

Alex. Sure we at laſt ſhall quench this fiery Spark, 
Perdiccas, here, take this Fire to the Pump, 
None ſpeak for him, fly, ſtop his Mouth, away, 

Cy. This comes of Love aud Ladies; 
And yet had Inow but a Bottle in my Head, 
I ſhou'd go near to Crab the King about him. 

Alix. Come hither Cltus, and my dear Hepheſtion, 
Lend me your Hands, I'm ſick at the Stomach ; 
I fear between Statira's croſs Grain'd Love 
— Roxana; Tricks, I ſhall have a World of 
Ap. Better the Perfian Jades were all Unrig'd. 
Alex. Stand off, and give me Air. 
Why was I borna God, proclaim'd a Prince, 
Yet never cou'd arrive at Common Senſe ! 
Farewel then Whoring, and the Jeſts of Love, 
By all the Gods Fil to the Tavern move ; 


17 
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Call for the Beſt, and pay my Money down, 
Ard quite forget I ever Scor'd a Crown. 


The End * the Second AG. 
ACT IL SCENE I. $4. 
a 
Enter Roxana and Caſſander In 
An 
ROXANA. 1 1 | 4 
'H you hav Ruin'd me, you've fit d my Blood, | Yc 
Said you ſo hot upon her! Pu 
Caſ. Strangely Hot. | 
Rox. O'sbud ! * * 


caſ. He Swounded Thrice at hearing of her Vw, 
Then with unheard of Curſes rail'd on you, 

And call'd you nothing but a thouſand Jilts, and Sow, 
Rox. Away, begon, and give a Brimſtone Room, 
My Back is up, my Lights and Midriff ſplit 
With the Rack, while paſſions like the Winds, 
Up to the ſcones riſe, and put out all your Candles. 

Cefſ. Let all the Lamps go out, your Eyes can ; 

Ligbt em, | 

Waſte, then bright Planer, that ſhould rule the world, 
Wake'tike a Candle long Eclips'd i in Lanthorn dark; 
Tell him his own, and with a gl ſo loud, | 
That Midwives may come in, Ir 
And think you are in Labour. 

Rox. Tes, we will have Revenge my 146 0 i wills 
For there is nothing you have ſaid of me, 
But comes a full Yard ſhort of what I am, 


* 


2 


When 


The Rival Queans. 
When in my Bib and Apron I at Zogdia 


Boarding-School did Ledim to Dance, 
O're my ſhe Play- Fellows (till I wou'd Reign, 


19 


Drew from Chalk and Oatmeal, and the Girliſh Games 


Of Man and Wife, and making Pyes of Dirt, 
Broke all their Play- thi 
ht em to Ride on 
cratch and quarrel, and to Box like Draw- Men. 


7s 


To 


„ and their Babys tore, 
ive-Barr' 4 Gates, 


Caſl. — Look, her Words, her every motion fircs 


Rix. Bur when I heard of Alexander's ſcouring, 


How with a ſingle Cudg el he had maul'd the Watch, 
And from the Round-Houſe, freed a Neſt of Whores, 


V Vhich for his private Tooth, 
The Tyrant Conſtable had ſeiz'd 3 


Yet with what harmleſs Roguery he us'd the Drabs, 
Pull'd off their Masks, and view'd their Beauties bare, | 


Methouh 
And wiſh 


t J hung upon my Fathers Lips, 
d him tel the wanton Tale again. 
Caſſ. How fond the Jilt is — ( aſide, 


Rox. Fleſh! that a Man ſhou'd be ſo great and 


VVhat ſaid he not, when on th Conch i'th' Dark, 

'd my yeilding Body in his Arms, 

And ofter'd me a Guinea to be his ? 

Then Talk'd, and Kiſs'd, and Swore and Lyd. 
Caſſ. Let after this prove Falſe. 


Rox, Raſcal ! 
Caſſ. O! he muſt be Pump't! a Perſon of your 


He cl 


V. % 
ley ſhall the Daughter of Denis hold him. 
That V Vhey-Fac'd Girle, that wore her Hangings 


That cry'd for Milk and for a Baby, 
VVhen I'd a Baſtard of my own at Nurſe? 
Ca. 1 at appear your ſelf — True Brim- 


K o. 
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Rox. May the young Whelp chat wambles in my || 
uts | 


And ripensto be Born a perfe& Bully, 

Diſgrace his Mothers Blood, come torth a Cully, 

May ſhe no Caudle Drink, when e're the Crys Qut, 

If ſhe don't tear the Drab, oratira' Eyes out, 
Call. She's on her Journy to the Hogſtye now. 
Rox. Nay, then Vil Rattle'r here 
Caſſ. Take heed the K ing 
Rox. Bow, now. | 


Enter Fatira. 


Rox. Madam, I hope you'll think me not uncivil, 
Roxana weeps to ſee Statira ſnivel; 
How V Vhimſical's the Queer reſolve you make, 
To Court a Pig- ſtye for great Sawney s ſake, 
Tis a Revenge that's well Detign'd a Dad! 

And much I fear *rwill. run poor Sauney mad. 

Stat. You Counterfita fear and know too well 
How much your Paints all V Vaſhes elſe Excel. 
Roxana, who tho* but a Cook-V Vench born, 

In Brideuel made the bluſtering Bully mourn ; 
Forgetting blows, when Strong-beer made him warm, 
And Rampant, yet even then, you know to Charm. 
Give him but rink enough, you cannot fail! | 
V VhileI the loſs of what I Cully'd once bewall. 
, Rex. I hope your Hatchet-Face will let me follow 
To wait you, to the Hog-ſtye, where you wallow 3 | 
VVhere like th* abandon'd Sow, the loſs youll mourn 
Of your perfidivus Swine, and grunt alone. 
Stat. — thou proud” Flirt, and ſrize my Sewncy's 
and, | 5 
Both Hand and Heart were once at my Command; 
Graſp his great Neck, Die on his ſwarthy Breaſt, 
ile him like me, which cannot be expreſs'd = 8 | 
He muſt be Buble'd, for you'll ask a Crown at _ | 
+ vor * Ae 


age 
V'Vho's Boyling 
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VVhile I in Bumpers Drink his healch all Day, 
Driving my buſy Cares in Nant's away, 
And Drink ſo long, till I cannot call to pay. 

Box. When you Retire to i» Nan Roman e 
Tu make your Sollitary Hog-Sty Hell. 
Poor Sow — 

Stat. What Says the Creature? 

Rox. So | . 

Set. Tis very well. 

Rox. Thoubat' t not Swill by Day, nor Snore. up 

ight 
But Still Roxana ſhall they Slumbers fri iakes „ 
aming of Joys, it thou dar ſt — of any, 

Thy Ghoſt may think to ſteal n os vl 
But when to his Flack-Bed thy ſouffing Air 4 


Shall for a Pinch of Happineſs repair ; 
How will thou Snegze to find they Rival there ! 
How will thy Eyes run oer when thou ſhal't ſee 
Throꝰ the torn Curtains that grear Whelp and me 
the Cloaths off, then to Kiſing fall, 
While thou ſhall't {wear and ſtamp and tear thy Goit 
And Squale. | 
Stat. Rival take heed, and rempt me not BP 
My Nails can ſcratch, and ſcratching makes a Scatr. 
Rox. Lank Jaws, and I, in various — W 
Nuzleing each other ſhaded o're with Lawn, 
Shall be the Daily preſents I will end _ 
To help thy ſorrows to their J end, 
And when at laſt we hear thy Hour draws nigh, 
My Alexander, my dear and I, Y 
Will come, and crack our J:{ts upon they Fortune, it) 
And Laugh ! and Kiſs thy Soul out thro' the Curtain, 
_— well 1 thank ther 1 


now, no Ladle can aſwage; 


My Jealouſy like thine grows hot apace, | 
And I dare throw a Mets on't ſcalding in thy . 
x. | 


2z The Rival Q weans: 
© Rox. VVhat wou'd you dare? 
Stat. VVhatever you dare do, 
VVich doubled fiſts your Lanthorn-Jaws purſue; 
I am by Love a Brimſtone made like you; 
Scratch or be ſoratch d thus ated by Diſpair. 
Rox. Sure the Sow Statira do's not dare 
Stat. Yes Flounder-Mouth'd Roxana but I dare. 
Such Fiſh. V Vite Language I n'cre gave before, 
And were I not a Queen ———. 
Fox. A Queen, a VVhore! 
Stat. Nay then — G 
Vil ſee my Sawny ſpight of all I ſwore, * | 
Tho, cutſt chat thou may*f never Jilt him more. 
See where he comes, the ſalſe proteſting Dog, 


But I'll my Aics pur on, and be reveng d o'th* Rogue. 


Enter Alexander Attended) 


Atten. Madam the Bawd your Mother and the 


Kinga dur 
Alex. O my Stars! O thou Croſs-grain'd Quean 
Turn, Turn thy Ogles on me, I would ſquint ac them, 
VVhat fhall I'{ay to put thee into Humour, | 
WV Vhat Tavern goe to, where ſhall we get Drunk? 
Stat. For me you ſhall not Drink. 
Alex. For thee I will. 
Before thy Face I'll have a Hogs-Head pierc'd, 
And draw it out, be-droun'd in Bumpers; 
Name but as the V Vine goes briskly down 
One dear obligeing Health, or Kiſs the Glaſs, 
Say, but twas pitty that ſo brave a Man, . 
VVho had Ten thouſand Bottoms of a Bottle ſeen, 
With one dear Health, ſo early ſhou'd get Drunk, 
And fall a Martyr to diſdainful Punk, | 7 
Rox. Oh! Impudence ! Il be Reveng'd or Dye! 
P'll-have him kickt? Jou! Raſcal who am 1? 25 
3 lex. 


AY 


F. wmW.qz 


U 
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Alex. P'ſhaw ! prithee dear Rocky no-, 
Don't be troubleſome, you ſee Im buy. 

Rox. Rejected then! ſent Supperleſs away / 

Alex. Get to the Role, and call for what you pleaſe; 


Pullet with Eggs, Beef · ſtakes, or Sauſages. '- l 
Bid, Rauſe, ſend in the Bill to me, away; ß; 
Sup any where without me, and IM pay. ; 


Rox. Yes, I will go, poor 'Scoundrel, as thou as 4 
Thou Tempeſt o'ch Town; for as thy ſword,: 
Has cut 4 — Pates of chouſand, mad, k 

en, 

So will thy Tongue out-ſcold all Womankind, 
But Ill ably this laſt Diſdain has cur'd e, 
And I am now grown ſo indifferent, 
That I con'd light you with a Candle to your Bel. 
But do not truſt me, do not; for if you do, 
By all the Links and Flambeaux of Deſite; 
You'd better not, 
For ſtarve my blood, Ii ſet you both on Fire. 

tat. Oh Alezander !. but yet I pardon thee, 
Fergive thee all, by thy ew d Lie I do. 

Alex. Ha! Pardon! ſaid'ſt thou, pardon nel C 

Syſ. Bleſſing on thy nen Oh: that's mp | 
Own dear Statty. 

| Stax. Fe I have pardon' you — but I'm in 2 

u | 

Alex. O my HephelZion, bear me or I ſink. 

Start. O Sawney ! thou haſt been a bitter Dog ö 
To me but let that paſs no matter / come | 


We'll Kiſs at parting. 

Alex. No if I do, Rott me — hy Statira, why? ? 
What is the meaning of this fiddle, faddle, 
Oh ! lov'd Ice you thus! ——Hell is not half j 
The Hummums, you've given me. - | 

ciyt. Never did paſſions box it thus before. 

Alex. OI ſhall burſt, i 
Unleſs y ou give me Leave to dear a little. 1 

N NJ. 
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And drive this God of F lames with Rorkets; 


Yet 


Hſ. Nay, dear S. 
Alex. Yes, I will taken his ce on 42 Ai; 
If all the Tearing enn = kim; 
Fil kick him, re bin, 2 a 1 

Make the Nen Drunk ; and then „ n 
When he had nothing elſe to do, III "ſtrike 
My Spear into a Reeling Fire-hovel, | 
To tet it blood, fer Babylon in a Blaue, „ 


22 % AR 


Sas and Crackers. 
Seat. Tis Death to me; to Fg theſe Rework, 

And fire 1 tw're will dr bi Miſs again, 
Permit me to Remove [Going] 

Alex. 1 pp her on 
For lif (he paſs, by all the Whimſeys in my Brain, 
I'll ſtrip you all, your oy Shirts ſhall / In. 
Wait upon her. IA 
O turn thee, turn chen n Gipſey turn, J 
Hear my n „ and fee the oddneſs "of my 50 


Fan 

And now kneel all, my Fellow Rake-hells, kneel, 
lbwer, proſtrate down —— ſtand upon your Py 
Hey ye Dogs / my Mother too | nay then 
Let the ſwift zun and {til}, or go about his 
Buſityeſo, tis all one to ber. 
ow not a Face be ſhewn that is not ed 
V Vith black! Grim'd as if you'd all been ſweeping 
Chimneys. 
Strat. Riſe, may ſome body or other forgive you. 

all. 


er. Chms bear me hence. | 
When I am layd in Earth, yield her the Moon ; 
There's ſomething here, that Brandy maſt Remove; 
Burn me a — 22 quickly, farewell, odsbud for | 


Stat. Hold oft, and let me Ramp into his Arms. 
"AE you then think to Drink your Nipperkn With: 


a - 
: 
— 


7 he. Rial Fury 25 
Without me: No thou dear bewitchi : | 
On es m * with you , Kiſs me, 
us. N 
Squeeze me, Rogue, til I'm black in the Face; | 
Alex. O thou dear teazing Toad ! 
This Night I will revenge me on thy 
Fhou ſhall't not Sleep nor cloſe thy "== 
The Idle Hours ſhall.all be Jok'd away; 
We'll {play the fool all Night, and do ahe the * all 


2 t * 


Stat. n 

At. Let her not be Nam - * . 

Stat. Nay let her then be Damn'i 

Al, O Ape How ſhall I requite cove Ga 
1 rc 


But if a Crown can, here 3 ger me a Guinex Chang's | 


And you my fellow Scourers, that cou'd Rand-. 
Upon your 1 to 1 my Katty, | 
But I invite Ragg, and Bobrail, | 
Without Diſtin fp ＋ Riot, Come. ö | 

Ch. Faith Im halt Fox'd are: 
Prithee leave me out. 

Alex. None, vone ſhall be excus'd, p> *$ 
We'll Rake it all the' Day, tis my — 
Gay as a Spangle'd Player Ourſelf will 
With Burning Brandy in our lifted Hand; 
Taen Hatty, Statty, ſhall be Toſted round, 
While 2 dull Dances beat the burthen'd 


Ind to Our Neighbours we'er a r found. 


End of the Third Ack. 


x 
/ 
j 


—— 


5. Tk Rival Queans. 
y ACT IV. SCENE I. 


— Clytus, Heph. Eum &. 47. 
a» CLYTUS: wigs F 
| A WAY, 1 wit not wear that Powder'd Vice 


Y £Y 


Hep. Dear Chtus be perſwaded, 
"Tis Alexander's Order, you'll offend bu 
ch. There's neler a among you all 

That loves che Rogue like me: But that's no matter. 

I do'nt love to ſee him play the Fool; 

What I once have in my Head, out it comes, 

And when the Wine is in You know the Pa 
Hep. Then prithee do'nt Sup with him. 14 
ch. ny fo, Pupyy { I was 

Invited as well as you, was not I, 

I'll go my Lads in this old Smoaking Robe, | 

And Drink, and Whiff, and 2 * — ſuck my "50M 

And while you Recling bo w your Heads to Earth, 

And ſmear em in the Dirt, I'll Rand upright 

Straight as a Scure, the May- pole of my Country, 

And be by five Foot nearer to the Gods, 

Tho” char s not very much indeed but ſee - 

The Rake and all bis Punks appear. 


Enter Alex. Hſ. and Pariſ. 4117. 


Par. Spare him 1 O ſpare 1 Lyfamachus. 
Speak the "kind Word, bifors the ſpouting Pump 
Sopps all his Cloaths: O let him not 2 Drench'd, 

Only for calling your Henheſtion Names ; 
I'll Doggie thus for ever on my Knees, 


Fil make your Way fo ſlippery with Tears 


r e iuaoedocds ae... 
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Yau ſhall not dare to Walk ; for Fear your Heels 


Fly up, and you ſhould break your Elbows. 
Silter, do you Wheedle him. 
Sat. Mum 
Ale. O Mother hide me, ſcreen me, ſave me from 
5 
Nr! Did not I break thro? all for you; 
And K omp into your Arms? 
Nay richte Aleck——Phoo ! You ſhall! 
Sf. Nay Son, this does not hurt your Honoyr. 
Honour, hat Honour ! has not Sat ira (aid i it? 
10 7 the King of the Blew Firmament, 
ad che uy ants ſhou'd again make War, 
Tho' my loud Thunder too were in my Hand, 
Rot me, it I'de ſtrik a Stroke gainſt her Command. 
ly then even thou his Rival ſo belov'd, — 
ly with old c htus ſnatch him from the Spout 
Of the fierce Drenceing Pump, bring him unſous d 


To Supper, fit for ſcgres of Bumpers ——- 


Stat, That's my Dear, dear! O let me hug you cloſe; 
bon are too Hag ood for Counteſſes themſelves, \ 
Now ] can freely go, and take 
A - my Bottle with- your Friends, 
fs $4 the Garret of Simiramis 
I your Bed, lay on clean Sheets, 
Scented with Lavender, 
And ſweep the Room out for your coming [Exeunt. 


Ale. By Jove tis Qminons Our parting is. 
For when I rung her by the Greaſy Fingers, 
Methoaght my Guts, did ſnap like : Ficdle-frings 
Ha! Nane here! 


Enter Roxans: 


Why Madam Gaze yon thus? 
Ro, For a laſt Look. 
Ale. Take it. 


„ l 


D 3 Rox. 


* 9 4 ** 
* - 
* 
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Rox. Raſchal ! | | 
Al. Peithee ſtand out of my way 
Rox. 1 will. 

But I have ſworn you ſhall hear me ſpeak ; 

And mark me well, for Garlick's in my Breath. 
Al. I ſmell it Come along Perdicky. ri, 
Rox. So unconcern'd | O! I could Broil my in | 

My Soul is pent, and has not Elbow Room ; 

O thar it had a Space might anſwer to . 

It's Infinite Deſire, where I might [trip 

And toſs the Spheres about like Tennis Balls. 

Caſ. Look'ee 4 Few Words! Shall T cat's Throat? 1 

'Tip but the Wink, and he's Crow's Meat. . 
Rox. Ha! | 
Ph. Behold your forward Slave. | 
Caſ. I'II Execute. 

Rox. And when I've made him ſure, where haul 

I fiud a Father for this Brat unborn ? | 
he vety Conſtable will Had my Lodging out, 
And then, or Baile, or Bridewel is m Boom. 
Caſſ. No Madam, I'll take care of that. 

Pardon the boldneſs 'of my furious Love? | | | 

You ſhall live well, and Cleaner then before | 

In your Caſanders Keeping. | 
Rox. Peace moſt Audacicus Scoundrel, 

Or with this Mutton Fiſt, Tie dab thy | Paton 

In thy Face. 

Caf Your Pardon, Madam 

I'n play the Wagg no niore. 

Rox. Nor dare to meet my Eyes with a LoreG 

For if thou do'ſt. I'll have thy Bones broke. 


_— = 


FA 


ney 


Ca. To make Attonement for the higheſt Crime, 

T begg your Ladyſhip will take Statira' > Litc 

To pleaſe your PR ©” | , 
> Rox, Get up again—— _ | - 

For thon haſt made me ample Expiation. 

Ca The Garret of Semiramis is n Night | 


1 


2 
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The Scene of their cloſe laid Intreigue; 
22 * —_ as the ag 0 45 av 
me bur our Zig dian Mobb 
e CO need 1l Lo 
or r, t you, you ve n. 
Caſ. Nay dear Madam . * 
Rox. I'll head the Mobb my ſelf, go you apart, 
Get me lome Brandy quick; Hay, "haſte, a Quart; 
She firſt ſhall i Drink my Health, and then ſhall 
Exunmt. 
caſ. G n She ſcorns to Scold 
WE, ary ler: We muſt be ſwift, 
The — we intend, whoknows - 
She may Dilcover— it mult be done to Night 
Now at his Supper. 
Phil. T'll fill him a Gab What ſhall I put i in's 2 
Obſerve in this ſmall Viol certain Death ; - 
I drew it from a Heynious hollow Tooth, 
A Drop ſveak't into Wine, will do his Buſineſs. 
' Phil. I long to be at it. We 
Caſ. Haſte to the Supper, at his Second Bumper 
In with't—Bur Mum Not a word of the Pudding. 


Scene Opens, diſcovers Alexander on 4 
Stool, and his Comrages ahout him with Bumper; 
in their Hands. 


Al. To our iar He b, and s too. 
All Drink it, erg. oh e 
And while it briskly fly's about, 
Let Braſs and Iron — to make us Muſicx; 
Speak the Big Voice, of Kitchin-wate, 
Play all our Tongs, Our Gridirons, Pans and Kettles, 
Till we provoke the Gods to Roar like Us, 
In Cang of 5 and in Fopps of - rr 


| Enter 


.Y 
» * 


— b 1 & 


Enter He aer Ee key chu, 


Yfimachus his Durs. 


ch. Long live my Bully, Conqueſt crown dim 
Wich Black Eyes every Blow, Fertunc#s his Slave 
And Kiſſes all that don't turn Tail upon him. 


Al. Did 1 park Command you n 


nnn 


Preſerve Lyſimachus # 


Chi. Ye. | 
Al. What then poxtend thoſe Dripping Locks F 
ch. Your Kindnels came too late, Perdiccat had 
According to the ſurly Charge you gave, 
Already brought L s to the Pump. | 


e end to 


Hep. Prithee let me tell it. 
So Sit, you muſt know, his Head indeed was bare; 
But o'cr his oaths the canning Varlet wore 
A right great Drab Detern Coat, ſuch was his Wiſh, - 
To ſhew in Wet the Difference betwix't 
Your Wooll-well-wove, and common Cloath. 
ch. Nay now I Hut put in=——-$0 Sir, in ſhort, * 


W hen we had pump't, at leaſt fix Porters out 


Of Breath, and thought we d fous'd him pretty well, 
This learing Rogue whip't off his dropping Coat, 
_ underneath appears in Cloaths as dry. 
As any here, Gad-Zooks! as You, or 
Al. By all my Bruſes twas a neat Coutriyance, 
And 'tis my Glory, as it ſhall be thine, _ & 
That Alexander had not Power to Pump the. 
Ly. However Love did make me play the Fool, 
While I was Pump't, my Feaveriſh lood did cool, 
Al. Lyfimachus, we hoth have been a couple 
Or Blockheads, but let that paſs — 


Come! Pariſati r Health. 


* lum a Bumper, You, get his Wigg comb'd ; ; 


The boat af Goda. 3+ 

Thy Hand Hepheftion—— Ha h him kloſe— (Put it 6), 

Very well Parijatis © 

Shall now be his that fits my Hand dur beſt; © + > 

Neithet Reply, but marke the Charge 1 a | of 1 

My Scoundtel's Honuur— 

Live all you muſt, tis odd to give gol 15 
ch. The Fellows mad't | 
<4 Ha! what ſays Cn Who am I? 

Cly. The Son of your Father, fot ought 1 know. © 
4. No *tis falfe, by all my Kindred in the IPs. 

Jove made my. Mother Pregnant. 
ch. Why then you may de the Son of a Whore 

For ought you know: I have done. 

41 ſee you'll never leave | | 
nad let the Sports go on. [4 Dance here. 
Al. Come Chews, take the Perriwig. | 


Banquet bro "RAG 
Cly, Sir, the Wine. b * * 


The Weather's hot, beſides I love to have: my Humour. 
Al. Vde Burn, e*er be ſo ſingulat and Forward. 
ch. So wou'd I, Burn, Hang or Drown, 
When I cou'd not "help i > 
III Drink or Fight fot thee Old Bully Rock 
With any here — Hey, ive me t'orher 
You'll her me,. Sir. * N Bee 
Al. You will de Excus d:. 
Bur let him have his Humour, he's oa; 
Cly. That's true, but I cat't help it. 
Lyj. Nay Chris , you that co d le. or 5 
Ely, Prithee don't be. troubleſomel AE pt 
Al. Forbear, 
Let him perſiſt, be Poſitive, ahd Proud! 
Like an nfernal Spirit, that had ftol'n 
From Hell, and ming!'d with the Lau 2tilny Gods 
Cly. An odd Simile ! But Ill be even with him. (afide; 
When Gods grow Hor, Ems the Dinka . ; 
'T'wix'c - 


Fang 7 


5 
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And fo Il ſuppoſe muſt not Kiſs your Face; 


So truly-brisk, ſo fortunately ſour, 


*'wix't them and Devil——F; Por Wi 
Yet fuller, I'm not half Drunk. ins * 


EE 
u — Clytus w. d heat 5 u 
The Noife of Tavern-Bells, all . * 8. Co 
A 


Or if I maſt be Tortur'd with farill dices, 
Give me ſqueaking of a Nut- Brown We | | 
Hep. Lyfemachus, the Captain's dawn in th e Mouth, ( 
Let's put the Glaſs about nb to the Son of Ar 
Alexander Father, each Man ta his Bunipe 1 arg U 
In his Hand, Kneel all. and Kils he Eat. Pri 
Out of a Frolick. V\ 
, Sous, Sound that all the Neighbourhood "_ 1 
ear. 


Ha: ha, ha, Get up again you fant Doggs ; 1 

Kiſs me dear Rogues, my Alas. ng Lungs, and Gur VI 

Are ever Tours. III 
ch. I did not rub my Noſe in the Dirt, EY 102 


Not that I care whether I do ot no. 
Alex. Thou envy'lt my great Honout * 
ch. Not I, Rott me. 2 


a AY. oe . 

Chr. Sir, my humble, ſervice to you. 2 | 

#1. Come ſit my Friends — Nay, | 10 | J/ 
Have a Room too. 5. 

Sys. All the Reaſon in the vvotid * Die 

Al. Come let's bavg a Sor elne bere] L 
Now let us talk of Blood: For what 2 — WY 
A Soldiers Mouth, and ſveak, ſpeak W or— 0 
You don't care this for me. 4 a 0-4 
Who think you was the trueſt Kake, . \ 


That ever put a Conſtable to Flight, ?a. 
Hep. I think the Moon her ſelf ne re ſaw a Lad, 


As Alexander, 
If Such was not any Body. 


* 


> PP Fx 
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Ki O you flatter me? 
Che. They do Ods-bud;z yet you like em br itz 
But hate Old chhtui cauſe he blunders Truth out. 
Come ſhall I ſpeak, a Lad more brisk than you, | 
A Prettier fellow, and fix times the Rake. 
| lex. I ſhou'd be glad ro Learn, Inſtru& me, Sir. 
Cht. Tour Father Capt. Tom. I've ſeen him {cour, 
And ſwear, and lay about him where 1 
de ſtouteſt at this Table wou'd have run for'r. 
Prithee don't frown at me. what I ſay's fact. 
VVhen Mob joyn'd Mob, then was the ſmarteſt 
doings, 1 
The Lab'ring Butchers beer, and elt Crowus 
bleed; | 
VVhy ſhou' d I fear to ſpeak a Truth more Noble ö 
Then ere your Father, fiddle come faddle told you, 
jommy kick'd Men, but Alexander V Vhores. L 
Alec. * by the Mats, proud ſpite, and ſcalding 
vy. | 
Is then my Glory cotne at laſt to this 
Only to kick a'V Vhore ? 
la all the broaken Heads and Thumps I bore, 
V Vhen in my Skull the V Vatchman's Bill was left, 
)/imachus, Hepheſtion, (peak Perdicas, | 
D.d I once Tiemble! O the curs'd Lyer, 
Did I fo much as Grinn, or once cry Oh! 
. Turn the ETA good Sir, the Otd-Man' 3 
Drunk. - 
Che. You Lye. 
Sex. I kick'd a VVhore too at Oradrace, 
v bile like —— I Leap'd the V Valis co fly 
y Foes, and like a baited Poll- Cat, fmear'd 
y ſelf all 0're in the blood of thoſe bold Hunters, 
ill ſpent with Toyl, I batt!'d on my Knees, 
nd ſweat, and ſmoak'r, and ſwore, and fiounc'd, 


0 ray d the Devil among them. TY os 
E chi 


— 


Wl” — 
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cht. All a damn'd Lye from top to bottom. 
Ales. Did I then turn me like a Coward round, 
And cry out Murther / the Raſcal knows 
I. did not, O that thou wert Young again, 

That like a Mill-ſtone 
I might fall, ſouſe upon thy Head; 

Grin' d thee to Duſt, and daſh thy Teeth out 
For this damn d Lye, thou pitious Baſtard. 

| [ Throws Drink in his Face.) 
cht. VVhat's that for, Ha! what do you drench 


me f 

Like a Pick-Pocket ! 
I know the reaſon that you Uſe me fo, 
Becauſe I ſav'd your Life ar Billings-Gate ; 
And when your Back was turn'd, ventur'd my Bones, 
Among a thouſand Clubs and Prongs, you hate 
Me for't: you do proud Pligg. 
| Alex. Away, your Breath's too ſtrong. | 
Cht. You hate the Benefactor, tho' you took the Gift, 
Your Life, from this affronted tus, 
VVhich is the black and blue Ingratitude. 

Alex. Get out of the Room, thus far I forgive thee. 
cht. Forgive Your ſelf for all Your Roguerics, 
Your Swearing, Drinking, Cheating, Picking 
Phillota's Pocket. 

Alex. Hz ! what ſaid the Raſcal ! 
- Syſ. Eumenes, let's force him hence. 
. (ht. No, let him ſend me, if I muſt go, 
| To Phillip Attalus, Caliſthene, 
To Old Parmenio, and his bubbl'd Sons; 
Parmenio who lent you many a Sum in's tine 
V Vithourt your Bond, but you ne te paid a Jack on't, 

Al. Give me a Mop-ltaft. 

Hep. Hold Sir.j 

Al. Off Sirrah, leaſt | 
At once I break his Head and thine 
VVhere is the Gentleman ? 


ach 


fr, 


ce. 


*Tis Cheus faith, good lack a Day! 
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cht. Sure there's none about you, but here 
Sands Tory-Rory, Clytus, that came to 
Crack a Bottle with you, 1 | 

Alex. Go ſup with Philip, [Runs a Mop. in's Face) 
Parmenio, Attalus, Califthenes, and let bold © 
Scound tels learn from thy ſweer Pickle, _ 
To tempt the Patience of a Man of Quality, 

Chi. My Brains are quite knock d our, 
And now I begin to come to my ſelf. 

O Alexander, I have been to blame indeed, 
I am very ſorry, Thee and I ſhould Quarrel ; 
But I hope hear's an End on't=—— for I 
Don't believe I ſhall Live. | 

Ales. VVhat's this I hear! ſay on my Dying Joker. 

Cly. I ſhou'd have cut my Throat my felt, © 
Had I but once Liv'd to have been ſober ; 
But you have maul'd me, and ſo it's as well 
As it is ——— Good buy to ye - [ Dyes.) 

Alex. Then I am loſt ! what has my Courage done; 
Who is it, thou haſt ſlain: Clrtus? ha! ay! 


; 


Are theſe the Laws of Prodigallity ? | 
Thy Friends will ſhun thee uow, and ſtand at diſtance, 
Nor dareto crack a Jeſt, nor Eat with thee, 
Nor ſmoak, nor Drink, leaſt by thy Frolick, 
They be mauld too. 
Hep. Guards, take the Body hence. 
Alex. None dare to touch him, 
For we mult never part, here will I Lie, 
Cloſe by his bleeding fide, thus kiſſing him, 
Theſe black furr'd Lips, that have ſo often Joak'd 
A 
Thus claſping his cold Body in my Arms, 
Till Death like him has made me ſtiff and ſtaring. 
Hep. What ſhall we do? 
Sy. How do I know ent, ev'n call the Conſtable 
I think, 
Per, Help! help, Murder! B 


26 Ti Rival a 
(Enter Perdicas with his Head broke) 


- Per. Help! Sir ho. | Hepheſtion where's the Colonel 


mauld, 
Per. Nay, then 
All our Fat's in the Fire again, | 
Riſc wicked Sir, and haſte to ſave, my Lady, | 
Roxana, Cramb'd with furious Jealouſic, 
Came with a Lane of Zogdian Mob unmark't, 
And laid about her, with tuch furious Rage, 
That all are ſwing'd, that a Reſiſtance made; 
I only with this broken Head, thro” Staves and 
Prongs 
Hare forc'd my way, to give you timely Notice. 


Hep. There by Old chu fide, whom he 2 


When T ruſh. an, ſure none will Aare ſay nay, 
:Tis this, and that, that calls, and to” "her leads the 


way. . | (Extant). 


The End of the Fourth Act. 


1 


A'ex, Thus from the Grave I riſe to ſave my D. -ar, | 
You that have Swords, lug out, that han'c ſtay. hee. 
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Pd 


Scene a Garret. Statira Snoaring, the 
Spirit of Queen Statira her Mother, 
aud Darius, riſe with Bumpers. 


4 
11 


220 | ST ATIRA. 
Rr 118 
— O I have had the ſtrangeſt Dream! Me- 
' thought! i 


Ny dead Drunk Parents, there I ſaw them ſtand, 
Oſtering a Three Pint Bumper to my Hand; n 
Yer c'er the, Glaſs cou'd reach my Banter'd Lips, 
They Vaniſh't bath, and both ſunk down as low. /- ; 
As any thing, as, Hell for ought ILknow.. + 
Why do I tremble thus! Y 
Hence you Fantaſtick Forms! away ! cis all 
Burleſque! and yet n.ethinks he ſtays a damn'd. 
Long while! When will my tedious Rogue be here > 
O! how long to taſte his Phizzing Lips, 
1? kiſs him out of Breath, to hug him cloſe, 

nd ſqueeze, and ſign, and ſweat, and ſwoon away. 
But hark! tis he the dear ones come at laſt, 


Enter Roxana Attended, 


Rox 2 length we have clambet d theſe five pair of | 
tairs. 10 

This flying Garret, whoſe moſt ſtrong Aſcent 

Is thrice as high as is the Monu nent, + 

It I had {aid the Clouds, I'd Iy'd; 5 


* 
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| Stat. my then too ſure my Dream foretold ſome 
vil, 
There, there's the Jade will ſend me to the Devil. 
Rex. Bolt the broken Door, 
And make it fait with all the Stools and Tables. 
Where, where's my Rival? . 
Appear rtatira, now no more in keeping, 
Roxana Calls, where is your Bladder Face? 
Stat And who att thou, whoſe foul Month'd Words, 
Declare thou know'ſt not what belongs to Breeding ? 
Rox. I like the Fort Imperious Beauty bears; 
Bur it your Ladyſhip's more Quality than I,  _ 
| | : Offers to Hab her. | 
Here take this Bumper off Imediately'; 1 
Come to Roxana's Health or dot dye. 
Kut. Roxana, No, tho? I dare take my Dram 
As well as you, or any other Dame, 
Yet that F may a fweet Nights Lodging take, 
Il keep my ſober Vow, for Saum)“ fate: 
Beſide, I ſcorn to Ptink the Glaſs you fill, 5 


And therefote fearleſs of thy Threats, dare ſtill 
Walk thus Regardlets by, and thus thy Brandy ſpill 
| (Strikes down the Glaſs) 
- Rox What in your Airs? nay, then a bigger Glaſs. 
Stat. O hold: | 
Kox. Drink or Tl throw it in thy Face (Drinks) 
So; now tis off, twill make the Raſcal think 
When Thave kill'd thee, that thou Dyd'ſt in Drink, 
Tho' wou'd'ſt thou back again his Heart but give, 
Thou yet the Empreſs of the Moon ſhou'd*lt Live. 
Stat This dare promiſe, if you ſpare my Life, 
He'll uſe you better, than he wou'd his Wife. 
Rix His Wife! that all! 
Stat. Perhaps at my Requeſt, 
If you ſpare me, ſhall ſhake you by the Fiſt; 
Nay, you ſhall kiſs him thrice, and thrice be fairly 
=z - RSQ. 


— 


—_— 0. 
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Ro But thrice ! no more \ 
Stat. A little more! O Yes! _ 
Your Friend ſhall ever be, ſo I'm his Miſs. 


gether, | 
Be his ſtale Bawd "IE 

Stat, Yet hold thy hand advanc'd in Air, 
And ſince thou haſt Reſolv'd, I muſt be mauld, 
Wreak then thy bloody Vengeance on me, 


 Waſhin my blood, and {will thee in my Gore, 


Make Puddings of my Guts, minc'd Meat 
Of my Heart; z! 
But oh, Roxana* yet dear Siſter Sterling, 

Give me Polt in Alexanders preſence. 

Kox. If I do 


(Enter Caſſander) 


Caſſ. Madam, the Rake with all his Scoundrels 
At his Heels, are forcing open the Doors, he ſwears 
Hell break the Heads of all that ſtop his Entrance, 
And I much fear your Capons will obey him. 
Rox Then I muſt haſte, thou Dyeſt. (Stabs ber) 


(Enter Alexander and Guards.) 
alex, O Snpent! hou ſhale Reign the Queen of 


ockets. | TA 1 
Rox. Ay, ſtrike me do l behold my Cuts ſwell _ 
th 
To meet thee, Theycr full of Wine, of Veing  * 
That run burnft Brandy. | | J 
Alex. O my Soul! Oone's how ſhe {mells— huh 
Rox. You ſee the Pickle ſhe's in, and I 
Confeſs my ſelf the Caule, ſhe's Drunk. 


Glaſs? 


Rox. Your Friend what mult I bring you then tos 


FIR 
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Alex. And dar'lt thou Monltee think to ſeape thy 4 
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Stat. O Aleck ?—ub ! I am very ſic A 
Al. Anſwer me Father, wilt thou tale her from me, 
Is then the Orange-Colou. d Hour ac, laſt arriv'd, “ 
Nhat I muſt ne ver wallow in her. bolum more 
Ne're more, look pretty Babys in her Eyes, 
That ſhot me with à chouſend and eleven ſmiles! <1 
Stat. Fare Kell dear L,Lů1t!! 1 124 327 hel 
O m in à diſmal Piche ! 1; oh nh 
Grant me one thing. | 7 | 
Al. Atouple it j au pleaſe; but Name em. 
Star. Firtt.then, uc leave your C mpany before; A 
You get as Drunk as I ——— i 0 
And O; ſometimes among your Bampers 
Think cf your poor Stat, + 
And as you Guzzle of the cheartull Glaſs, 
Throw in but one Goe-down in memory | 
Of me, and then call what's to pay. (Dyes) 
| Al. Cloſe not thy Eyes, tor I have fiity things 
To ſay: before thou goe'lt, tell the God's Lem coming 
- To gire em an Account of this and that and t'oher, | 
About Eleven Hundred thouſand Fooleries that much _ 
Cdncern the Tittle-Tattlement above Stat 
ſhe's gone! the Palking Fool is Dumb? 
! that thou wer't a Man, that I might Rick 
Thee foro the Stairs, and ſcatter thy "Contagion 
As Quacks hurle Pocky Bills when they are Hungry. 
: 475 Why do you Frown upon your Humble Set vant? 
For yet J Love thee ſpight bf all thy Roguries; 
Theęr'es ſtill ſp much of the dear Rake about you, 
I'd fain approach, but that I fear a Beating gn 
For Our dear Babes ſake clear that Bully ing Brow, _ 
It knocks me do vn, «the little Whelp I beat 
Lage fi hted up, and kicks me when you ſweat.  * + 
© Alex: — Riſe! thou barbrous Jade! get up? take 
ee 4 / þ 0141S 2_ +3 X% \ 
I do not hur: that Baſtard yer Unbotn ; © 0 
Fot ,Fhoſe Young ſake, I row forgive you all- 30 


* = 


V, 
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rn 
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__ 


But haſte, be gone I fly with thy Pardon hence; 
Left I ſhould call it back, and let you 
Get it as you can. Az 

Rox. I go, I whisk for ever from thy ſight, 
If there be any Bayliffs here in Town, 
That now have Writs out gainſt this perjur'd Clown, 
Lay quick ſome unbail'd Action on his Head, 

aul the Deſtroyer, Laugh the Raskal Dead, 
Thump the Thumper, and avenge my Wrong ; 
In his beſt Cloaths , drag him thro? Dirt and Dung 
Hooted by Rabble, let him cout along. 
And when in Goal half Dead he *gins to Snivel, 
Grant I may ſtand to reach him to be Civil ; 
Nay after Death | | 
Perſuc his beaten Ghoſt, and kick him to the Devil . 


Enter Perdiccas. 


Per. Sir, I beg your Pardon, 

For I am a diſmal Meſſenger, 

Great Hffgambis, nor knowing Katira“ Death, 

Is now no more alive than I am, 179 
Her firſt Words (for her firſt were always her laſt) 


Gave Nunguam Satis to Liyfimac hus: 
But that which moſt will ſer your Hair an End, 
Your poor Hepheſtion having cram'd his Guts 
Toec ull of your laſt Fowl and Bacon, 
Is o! a Surfeit Dead. { 

Alex. How, Dead! Hepheftion Dead! impoſſible ' 
He was alive within this half Hour ! 
But he happy, I muſt Wake for ever. 
Who had the Care of poor Heptſtion Life? 


Per, Philarda the — 
Alex. Fly Meſſenger—— Toſs him in a Blanket, 


That for Hepheſtion 
But here lies my Fate, 1 Chtus, At 


4 
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All my Fopperies for ever folded up; 
© when ſhall I be Mad! When! Why now I will 
Give Order to the Army that they break their 
Shields, Swords, Spears, 
Pound their bright Armour into Duſt, away ! 
Is there not Cauſe to play the Devil among em? Tl 
Tear all your Cloaths, he dies, that wears a pair 
Of Britches in my fight, all like the Sons of Bedlam 
Burn all the Spires that ſeem to kiſs the Sky, 
Tho' thats but very few — beat down 
The Battlements of every City—— Ay! there! 
Untile the Houſes, pull the Chimneys down, 
And for the Monument of this ſtrange Creature, 
Root n Streets, and pave em all with Gold, 
Get it whete you can, drain dry the Exchequer, 
* Make the Baul. ot Exgland poor 
| 'To build her Tomb, no Purſe, nor Perſons ſpare; 
Pick Pockets free, ſo you but make it rare. (Ext: 
Caf. Caſſender's Plott is now brim full of Death, 
O how Thug my ſelf for this Revenge. 
The Day grows Dark, becauſe tis almoſt Night, 
And all the Ghoſts are now afraid of me, 
Ar leaſt *tis Terrible to ſay (0. 
How: Do'sit Work? I 


; Enter Phillip: 


k Phil. It do's: 

| I follow'd him and faw him ſcour away 

1 To the Entry: He ſtumbled at the Door, 

And broke his Forchead ; then call'd for a Piece ' 

Ot wet Brown Paper | 

And ſaid he mult diſpatch the bulinels of the Moon 


In haſte 


ö 


— 1 


Entex 
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Fnter Theſſalus. 


Theſ. Back, Back, all ſcatter ! | | 
The Dole has pinch'd him with ſuch twiſting Gr ires 
That I cou'd pitty him. | 
Phil. Where ſhall we meet? 
, Caf. In Lifter- Fields. | 
| Methioks I ſee the frighted Deities 
Raming more Bolts in their big-belly'd Clouds, 
And ſetting all the Heavens in Labour. 
- Theſ. That's more than I ſee. 
Phil. I ſay let's Laugh. 
Caf. I ſay talk big. | 
While each Soul here whoſe Veſſells newly Tunn'd 
With Murder ſwells, nay ſquirts with Ruin o're, 
And from the Drunken Decd this Glory draws, 
„Wee ve Kill'd the ſaddeſt Dog, that ever was. 


Exe, 


(Enter Alexander attended ) 


Alex. Search here and there! and Probe 
Me every where, Pull, Draw it out. 

Lyſ. This muſt be Poiſon. 

Per. Marry Heaven forbid ? 

Alex. Ha ! Who talks of Heaven, 
I am all Hell! I burn I burn again. 
The Rogues ſhall have the worſt on't ! Hey! 
For the Horſe Pond! bear me ald Ball amongſt 
The Bayliffs. O! 'ts5s a Noble Beaſt, I wou'd not 
Change him for the beſt Horſe in Keeping at 
Neu- Mar let, for they're damn'd dear, their Breeding 
Coſts more, their Gates are Walk and Gallop, 
Pace they cannot. 
And if their Maſters mount em Hey! 
They Whisk him off again, 


44 The Rival Q weans. 
Lyſ. Help all, Eumener lend's your Hand to hold him. 
Alex. Ha, ha, I fhall burſt with Laughter. : 

Parmenio, Clytus, colt thou cs yon Beau ? 

That Powder'd Prigg, that ne'er pay'd in's Life? 

Sec how he break's the Head of the Boxkeeper, 

Becauſe he has a French Perriwig on, and thinks 

He can like Lewis, huff the World with Feathers, | 

And fright em with Cockad2s ———=ha, ha, ha, c 
Perd. How fooliſhly he Rants ? 1 74 
Sf. Let Heroical in his bombaſt. 

Alex. Sound, Sound the Sow-Gelders Jew | keep * 

Mobb out, 

Ay, now they ſhour. 

O the brave Din, the noble cry of Whores ! 

Charge, Charge a- pace; and ſet the Pump agoing, 

Her Bully comes —— ha! let me tame him, none dare 

To pary me, —I'll Pink the ſcoundrel; — Ay, 'tis 

Hackum, 

I ſee, I know him by his Tally'd Dudds, 

And the long jariing Tilter by his {ide ; | 

But like a Watchman, thus Til bolt upon him 

He Reels with that Box, he falls into the Cellar ; * 

He's down, take him, hurry him to the Compter, 

Huzza! huzza! hu2z2a —— follow, Victoria, © + 

Victoria; Victoria, O let me take a Nap. | 
Perd. Raiſe him ſoftly, and carry him to the 

Lumber-Houſe: ; 

Alex, Hold, the leaſt puff blows my Candle out. 

My Vital Snuff is winking in its Socket; 

My Liver and my Heart's to Tinder burnt, 

And all my tmoaky Intrails made black Puddings. 

Lyſ. When you, the Greateſt Sawney that &cr lird 

Shall die, there's none of us will e'er be like you. 

Ales. Let me hug you All before Im Non Compos « 
Weep net, Dear Sons of Raggamuffins; the Mint, 
Or D:uiy-Lane, will raiſe you in my ſtead, it 
2 One that w. 1 each! you how to Bully better. 


| Sf 


m. 


Cc 
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bo Break not our Twatling- Strings with ſaying it. 


er. We will not Part with you for Tom a' Bedlam: 
Alex. Perdiccas, take this Key, 
nd ſee me laid in the Temple 

- Houſe. 4 dA 


Sy. To whom does your dread Roy: ueath 
The Empire of the Stars? * * 
Alex. To him that can get up tot. 


Perd. When will you bluſt ting Sir, that we ſhou'd 


a 
To your Monumental Fame, thoſe high Rites 
Of Coaching, Feath'ring, and Anointing Bayliſ, 
* hen Sawney's Landlord ſhall dare Arreſt my 
rps 


Your Paws—— O Father Tom, if I have Diſcharg'd, 


The Duty of a Covent-Garden Royeſterer ; 

If by my Countleſs and Unpatteren'd Qaths, 

I have deſerv'd the mighty Name of Sharper. 

Accept this Breath, which once like yours, could vent 
It ſelt another Way, and ſweetly ſigh our Backwards. 


dies. 


Lyſ. Eumenus, cover the broken Bellows —— Bur 
And let us find the Traytor out that Rack'd em. 
Lyfimachus ſtands forth to Probe the Treaſon; 
And ſwears by th* Immortal Clangors of his Maſter, 
He will not ſweep the Streets, nor ſcoure the Jakes, 
Till he has Reveng'd che greateſt, beſt of Rakes, 


FINIS. 
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